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And so he sold his interest in the fur trade and dedicated his
voracity to the real estate business. By his foresight he had ac-
quired vast holdings of land which were growing in value beyond
his wildest expectations. The narrow little island of Manhattan,
unable to push outward, began to push upward. And Jacob held
most of the strategic points. For anyone foolish enough to mort-
gage a piece of property that he could foreclose, he felt only con-
tempt. "Dumkopf!"

Life was drawing to a close. Something must be done to per-
petuate his name. He commissioned Washington Irving to write
a book about him and to call it Astoria. And he ordered a whole
block of houses to be torn down on lower Broadway, to be re-
placed by a building called the Astor House.

But there was one thing he could not order. A new lease on
life. As his age increased, he yearned for the company of young
people. After a good dinner, he loved to join the youngsters at
the piano and to sing sentimental songs. The fact that he had
just put some widow out of her home would in no way detract
from his enjoyment of the maudlin ballads that he sang. He liked
nothing better than the deference paid him by the young. When-
ever he finished a song he stood shaking with the effort, saliva
drooling from his colorless old lips, and beamed like a schoolboy
at the compliment of some pretty girl. "I sing gut, nicht wahr?"
It never occurred to him that his presence was undesirable, espe-
cially when partial paralysis made it necessary for a footman to
stand beside him and guide the food to his trembling mouth.

Jacob fought death with the same dogged determination with
which he had fought poverty. Paralyzed, suffering from insom-
nia, he clung to the bare threads of existence. Unable to digest
any solid food, he was kept alive on breast milk. With almost no
blood left in the wornout frame, but with a fierce glitter in his
eye, he was tossed in blankets to stimulate circulation. One day
from the heaving blanket he berated an agent who complained
that he could not collect rent from a poverty-stricken woman.
"You could get it if you vas firm enough," Jacob managed to
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